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from the life. His Lordship also ordered the
companion to the Hours, it was Phaeton driving
the Chariot of the Sun.
I was in England on a visit when my bassi-relievi
arrived, and Lord Fitzwilliam invited me to
Wentworth to see his architect superintending the
placing of my works. I left my kind hostess, Mrs.
Huskisson, to go on that journey. She never had
faith in my railroad travelling, after 1 got into a
mess on my return from Drayton Manor when I
visited the late Sir Robert Peel. I was put down
in the wrong town and had to wait for the next
train, and to go back to the right station.
It was from the residence of Mr. Cheney, Badger
Hall, I proceeded to Wentworth. The train
stopped at a small station; seeing a few people
getting out, I also descended, when in a moment I
saw the train begin to move on. On it went, faster
and faster, out of sight, with my luggage, and I
standing there lost and perplexed* I walked a few
paces backward and forward with my head down
in disagreeable meditation. Well, thought I, how
am I to get to Lord Fitzwilliam ? Oppressed with
vexation, I thought to myself, "I wish to God
that I was on my way back to Rome with a
Vetturino," when I observed a policeman fixing his
eyes upon me and drawing near slowly, darting his
glance through me. 1 said to the man, " Where
is that cursed train gone to ? It's off with my